MURDER IN COLD BLOOD

'God knows. Bait Jabob (a Qara section), I fear. Did you
not hear a fusillade after the chanting? That came from
their direction and sounded to me like a tribal cele-
bration of the murder/ which indeed it proved to be.
'The Mahra killed a Jabobi last year in a raid. Bait Jabob
have now had their revenge.5

'But the Mahri must have known. Why did he travel
in Qara country? Was there not a truce between them?'
I said.

'Yes, the Sultan made a truce for one year. That expired
two months ago, and the two tribes between them then
made another truce for another year/

cSo this was treachery?'

''Ham katibj said the shaikh.   'It is written.'

A truce had indeed been signed. The signatory of that
truce was none other than the murderer himself. He had
sworn that his whole tribe would avoid shedding Mahri
blood for a year. After two months he had himself dogged
a Mahri's footsteps and slain him while he slept.

I knew the murdered man, Sahail. He was one of those
four of the Bait Shaitana who had come to see me at Khiyunt
but three days before, and had told me a folk story. A
young man and a splendid specimen of his kind. That
indeed is the way of the blood-feud. It is not always the
murderer who is pursued; some outstanding man in the
tribe, particularly if he be the culprit's cousin, is usually
marked down and ambushed, as on this occasion.

'But why, O Hasan, did it take place here close to my
camp ? Whose territory is it ? Bait Jabob's ?'

'No, my own!' replied Shaikh Hasan, 'but by our sanc-
tions I am not to blame, for he had no rabia from me. If a
rabia had been with him, then would our faces have been
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